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HERE IS FREEDOM

late-comers could do no more than thrust their
daggers into the wounds already made on the bloody
corpse.

Brutus pushed his way through and raised his arm to
address the Senate, calling on Cicero, the vindicated champion
of the Republic. But there was no one left in the tiers of
seats. The senators had crowded aghast out of the building
while Caesar was fighting his way towards the statue of
Pompeius. Two had made to help their stricken patron;
but overwhelmed by the hopelessness of the scene, they
joined the fleeing crowd* Outside, the trembling senators
had hastily collected their attendants and made off. Sinking
back in the cushions, they furtively plucked at the litter-
curtains, looking out on the buildings around, finding it
incredible that the crust of lazy sunlight had not tightened
and crushed the world. For their own heads were tautly
pressed in helms of heat

At once there was collision and the street was impassable
with litters. The senators in the rear told their men to make
off northwards and then regain Rome by alley-ways. A few
with villas in Etruria gave orders to be carried into the
country-side, and then dreaded that in this collapse of all
bonds the litter-slaves would murder them and toss their
corpses to the frogs in a nettled ditch. Others gave up the
idea of reaching home in a litter and plunged through the
mob, guarded by equally frightened slaves. Broken litters
filled the streetway, and the stalls were overturned.

" Claris dead."

The cry was taken up. It ran through the audience within
the Theatre; it struck the stage where an acrobat was doing
handsprings and balancing a shield; it sped behind the